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WANTED, 

A snart boy, to assist in the delivery of this || 
papery to whom a liberal recompense will be | 
given. | 
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LUCY WATSON. 


FROM the lofty ridge of a hill, 
nigh a dangerous precipice called En- 
terkin, where the track guided my wea- 
ry footsteps, I could view, on the left, 
spread lakes and hanging woods, like 
the visions of fairy land; at a stupen- 
dous depth, on the right, a torrent, 
whose noise could not reach the sum- 
mit I traversed, got peace to its trou- 
bled waters in a hollow vale, where na- 
ture might seem in an unkindly humour | 
to have scattered a few of her offspring, | 
whence they might never mix with her | 
other children. I had now six or se- | 
ven miles to proceed farther ere I could | 
reach any village, or find even an house | 
on the road ; when the approach of night | 
and the fail of snow, deprived me, at} 
once, of light and of comfort. None | 
but such as have felt the like, can image 
my distress. The road J soon lost, with- | 
out remarking my error; for I ‘began | 
to think of death—as the only friend [| 
should ever find. } 

‘To add to my hopeless condition, the | 
treacherous surface of a miry pond de- 
ceived my steps, and I only weltered 
out drenched up to the chin, to despair 
of much longer protracting a life which 
I never as then felt so sweet. [ still 
paced on, while the violent drift encrust- 
ed my cheeks, now almost as cold as 
their clothing, while ice and icicles hung 
dangling from my locks—when my 








trembling steps were suddenlw’ over- 





\ turned by something bulky, and I fell 


| prostrate, without a thought of ever ris- 
ing again. I was not, however. so be- 

numbed, but that I could perceive the 
thing over which EF had fallen, to move, 
and ere long discovered it to be a sheep, 
which being caught by a smallbriar, was 


| held by the foot, and nigh smothered 


in the driven snow. If ever I felt the 
joy of being grateful, it was peculiarly 
at that moment, when [I thought a 
thanksgiving to heaven for having 
brought me to another at least animated 
creature, with whom to end alife as hap- 
less—almost as innocent. I contrived to 
bring his wooly head to my breast, and 
tearing open my frozen covering, with 
all the stenmneh that was left in me—in- 
deed I often think, with some additional 
_aidfrom some ministering angel of mercy 
_—applied its warm breath to my:bosom 
and fondled its gentle mouth tomy heart. 
I was thus employed, reckoning of 
life as a jewel, which it became me to 
preserve as long as I could, but which 
| I was ready to deliver back to its gra- 
cious owner without having tarnished 
it much—when I heard, methought at 
no great distance, the howling of a a dog. 
It was really a note so piteous as, in 
another’s ear, might have added a ter- 
ror to darkness; it raised me from the 
ground to make the last exertion of 
hope. Yet even then it struck me, that 
sure no dwelling of man was nigh, 
but that some fellow of mortality and 
misery had fallen the sacrifice of the 
storm before me, and that the sound I 
heard might be the lamentation of the 
trusty folawer over his ill fated master, 
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T was in part mistaken ; when halfcrawl- 
ing, half upright, I had got a few paces 
onwards, an enlivening ray directed my 
sinking eyes to hope, and, bid my soul 
look up tothe fountain of ]i ght and of life. 
The light that gladdened me, glimmer- 
cd from a cottage.-—Thither, with much 
difficulty, I made shift to advance ; ex- 


cept the dog, which ceased not his'| 
The door open- | 


moanings, all was still. 
ed with a latch, I was too feeble to 
find the string. J attempted to call, 
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livered to the magistrate in place of the 
one from his friend. Judge ot his sur. 
prise, on opening the supposed letter of 
recommendation, when he found it be- 
gan thus—‘ There is a design formed 
to rob your house and cut your throat, 
—ihe gang, whereof I am one,”—he 
read no further, but ringing his bell, or- 
dered the culprit immediately before 
him ; the unconscious Linnet, in full ex. 
pectation of his request being about 








to be granted, joyfully entered the 


but my tongue denied its office ; when || room. 


laying my body against the dec: ryed | 


boards which barred my entrance, they 
gave instant way, while, unable to re- 
cover myself, I fell eee the thresh- 
old. No voice accosted me—no arm re- 
lieved me. I essayed to uplift my lan- 
guishing head ; I raised it at last, and 
questioned with my eyes the desolate 
abode. It was indeed the mansion 
of sorrow—the habitation of woe. 
( To be continued in our next.) 


——-e + a 


OLD LINNET. 


Linnet the strolling player, expressed 
a desire to play at Chelsea, but was in- 
formed that it was under the control of 
a magistrate, particularly averse to giv- 
ing any encouragement to plays or 
other amusements. However, notwith- 
standing this seeming insurmountable 
difficulty, Linnet met with a gentleman, 
who wrote a warm recommendatory 
letter for him to the obdurate magis- 
trate, and gave him assurance of his 
meeting with success. With this en- 
couragement, Linnet boldly pushed to 
the justice’s house, directing his com- 
pany to order a dinner at the Swan 
tavern. | 

The comedy of the “ Bold stroke for 
a wife” had been played a few nights be- 
fore, and old Linnet, on this occasion, 
resolving to make a grand appearance, 
put on the stage waistcoat he had worn 
in the Colonel, in one of the pockets of 
which was a letter supposed to be sent 
by the Colonel’s friend to Obadiah Prin, | 
upon hearing that the real Simon Pure | 
was actually come, which letter was de- 








Well, says the justice, you belong to 
a gang: how many are there of you? 
'\—* We are fourteen inall, Sir Four- 
‘teen ! and where are you all?—‘ At 
\'Tool’s, Sir, at the Swan.’—Indeed ! So 
you have all your tools at the Swan, 
have you? Vil take care of you os 
your tools, presently. ‘ Many thanks 
to you, Sir, Squire told me, you 
would encourage us.’—Avye, was it he 
that sent you to my house ?—Weil, and 
when do you intend to begin this grand 
affair ?——~* We always begin about seven 
o'clock, Sir’—Youdo! Here Thomas, 
seize this daring old villain: he and 
his whole gang, are coming to rob and 
murder my whole family this night, 
and all their horrid tools are at the 
Swan !—Sir ! exclaimed Linnet, thun- 
derstruck, what do you mean.—Look 
at this letter! Did you not deliver it 
to me? Who can describe Linnet’s 
astonishment upon the discovery of his 
mistake! Qh, dear sir, says he, T beg 
your pardon, here is ’Squire s let- 
ter, which I hope will satisfy you. On 
the perusal of the real letter, his wor- 
ship’s countenance changed to a more 
placid smile. He immediately dismiss- 
ed ourhero, witha full permission for per- 
forming ; with this piece of wholesome 
advice never to forget his part again. 








— eo 
FOR THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 
Sir, 
It is with regret, that I observe the 
discontinuance of those short moral es- 
says, which appeared under the title of 





Laconicks ; the justness of their senti- 
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ents, and the correct and untinselled 
“je in which they were written, pro- 
ed that their author was fully ade- 
sate for the task. In imitation of the 
nasuming Eguitus, I herewith submit 
» your judgment, the first number of a 
eries of short, moral, and literary es- 
avs ; the effusions of my Jeisure 
pours. Lugenius. 
LEISURE HOURS, NO. 1. 
Introduction. 

‘‘ Motalists, who have the art to convey their 
nstruction successfully, are the most valuable 
patriots, and the best benefactors to their 
ountry.”* Knox. 

It has been remarked, by several em- 
nent writers, that short moral essays, 
possess a Superiority over more studied 
und extensive treatises, by presenting the 
subject at once to the mind, in its most 
important point of view ; and that by be- 
jng divested of all extraneous and scien- 
iic disputation, they are fitted for men 
gaged in the common employments 
of life, by whom they will be read, not 
nsastudy, but as amusement, and hence 
they gradually insinuate a taste for 
knowledge, and steal some moments 
from the round of dissipation and plea- 
sure——the busy will find time, and the 
ille patience for their perusal. 

















——— + oe 
ON WAR, 

“The Angel of death has visited Eu- 
rope, he has lifted his destroying arm, 
and millions have already fallen victims 
to his insatiate cruelty. His sword has 
been glutted with the blood of nations ; 
and still his ferocious vengeance is not 
appeased.——-Night has enveloped one of 
the fairest portions of the globe in a 
deep sable mantle. Surrounded with 
gloom and darkness, the sons of Furope 

fare not yet awakened to the horrors of 
their situation. But, lo! an enlivening 
ray of light appears. Already it be- 
gins to illuminate the scene ; it bespeaks 
the approaching dawn of science; it 
strongly indicates the birth of liberty, 
humanity, and virtue. 

“ Destroying Angel stay thy ruthless 
hand! ‘Che omnipotence of justice has 
prescribed bounds to thy ferocity; the 
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|infinite energy of heaven commands 
'thee to cease from thy works of desola- 
ition. Man, the fairest workmanship, 
‘the resembling image of his Creator, 
| shall no longer be doomed to oppression, 
no longer continue the hapless victim 
of destruction.” 


ee oe 


ON PERSEVERANCE, By Dr. Fohnsen. 


All the performances of human art, at which 
we look with pride or wonder, are instances 
of the resistless force of perseverance. It is 
by this that the quarry becomes a pyramid, 
and distant countries are united by canals. If 
we were to compare the eflect of a single 
stroke of the pickaxe, or the first impression 
of a spade, with the general design and last re- 
sult, we should be overwhelmed with a sense 
of their disproportion, Yet these petty opera- 
tions incessantly continued, in time surmount 
the greatest difficulties; and mountains are 
levelled, and oceans bounded by the slender 
force of human beings. It is therefore of the 
utmost importance to all those who have any 
intention of deviating from the beaten track of 
life, and of acquiring a reputation superior to a 
name, hourly swept away by time, among the 
refuse of fame: to add to their reason, and 
their spirit, the power of persisting in their pur- 
poses, and to acquire the art of sapping what 
they cannot batter, and of conquering gbsti- 
nate resistance by obstinate attacks. 

oe > 

A pedantic fellow called for a bottle of hock 
at a tavern, which the waiter not hearing dis- 
tinctly, asked him to repeat.—A bottle of hocx, 
hic, hac, hoc, replied the visitor. After sitting, 
however, for a length of time, and no wine ap- 
pearing, he ventured toring again, and enquire 
into the cause of the delay. ‘* Did I not or- 
der some hock, sir? Why is it not brought in ? 
Because, answered the waiter, (who had been 
taught Latin grammar) you afterwards declined 
1.” 

——¢ Gwe 


A little gentleman going to a friend’s house, 





found himself too short to reach the knocker, 
at last seeing a very tall fellow coming by, 
begged him to do it for him, which, (though 
| very unwillingly,) he did, at the same time 
muttering ‘ what are little fellows like you 
| made for,” to which the other smartly replied, 

“© ¢o be served by tall ones, like you.” 

8 ¢ ae 

Frederick, duke of Modena, having built a 
palace, was at a loss what to do with the rub- 
bish. An abbot standing by, advised him to 
‘cause a pit to be dug large enough to contain 
‘it. And what, said Frederick, laughing, shall 








‘Ido with the earth which is dug out of the 
pit? To which the abbot with great gravity 
replied, ** make the pit large enough to hold 
all.” 
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THE ORPHA 


BOY, 
From the poems of Achmed Ardebeili. 


WHENC ou, Whose warbling wild, 
On amine ear so sweetly dwell ? 
* ’m a hapless orphan chiid, 
* Bringing water trom the well. 
‘if my song thine ear offend, 
‘1 will quickly silent be: 
‘Here Lam without a friend! 
«Moslem! speak—T’ll list to thee.” 
Little innoceni, awhile 
Wil I shade me from the sun; 
With thy songs an hour beguile, 
And reward thee when ’tis done. 
* Much I fear my accents rude, 
* And my songs would worihless be, 
* Should my singing be pursued, 
© Hopeful of a gift from thee. 
* Unconsirain’d, with simple voice 
€ Did my words unheeded flow ; 
‘1 must never more rejoice : 
¢ Grief ’s the lot of man below. 
€ With my father’s last embrace, 
¢ This he said and drop’d a tear : 
¢ Left our home with hurrying pace, 
* And bade my mother noching fear. 
« He was doom’d in fight to fail, 
¢ Quickly were the tidings known ; 
« Seon she heard the angel cail, 
€ Died, and left her child alone. 
¢ Friendless, unprotected here 
¢ Want must still my portion be ; 
* Pity, then my lot severe, 
* Gentle Moslem! pity me.’ 
Child of sorrow ! wealth is mine ; 
Pity leads my hear< to prove 
If a spirit dwells in thine 
Fraught with gratitude and love. 
I will take thee, orphan child! 
And adopt thee .s mine own: 
Ceuse vot chen, thy warblings wild, 
Tho’ thy toilsome days be flown. 
Vill protect thy tender years ; 
Henceforth thy instructor be : 
Little warbler dry thy tears, 
Leave thy cruse and follow me. 
—28 + ean 
ON AVARICE, 
‘Oh! avarice, thou rage accurst ! 
Insatiate dropsy of the soul ; 
Will nothing quench thy sordid thirst ; 
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Were the sea gold, would’st drink he whole. 


Lo! pity pleads, what then ?— There's none : 
The widow kneels for bread !— Begone : 
Hark in thine ears the orphan’s cry ; 

They die of famine !—Let them die / 

Oh scene of woe! heart rending sight! 
Can’st thou turn from them ?—Yes, behold! 
From all those heaps of hoarded gold, 

Not one, one piece to save them ! not a mite. 
Pitiless wretch, such shall thy sentenke be, 


H 
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TO LOUISA. 
What tender passions, cager joy, 
invade my breast when you appear ; 
Louisa, you my soul employ 
With all that’s sweet, with ail that’s dear, 
When you your lovely mind reveal, 
| A softness steals thro’ ev’ry part, 
My reason fails, and soon I feel 
A something—melting at my heart. 
Alternate passions wiidly rise, 
I swell with hope—I faint with fear ; 
My iluttering soul springs to my eyes, 
} In hopes to tell its story there.— 
rhen take the heart that must be thine, 
Louisa, see it kindly us’d : 
So dear an inmate who’d resign, 
That thought the gift would be abus’d. 


ae + eee | 


5 TRUE HAPPINESS. 


“ To cheat the world, and cheat themselves, the 
smile.” 


Is it the sotind of boisterous mirth, 
That marks the breast from trouble free ? 
Can true felicity give birth, 
To clamour, rout, and revelry? 
Ah no, it is not thus exprest, 
In gentler guise its fruits appear, 
And he the most completely blest, 
May e’en-proclaim it by a tear, 
Ye giddy sons of fancied pleasure, 
Ye dupes of counterfeit delight, 


—- 


| True happiness is yet a treasure, 


Ye ne’er have learn’d to prize aright. 
Her breast no gust of passion kaows, 

Nor vet does care distract her mien ; 
But silent each aifection flows, 

And all is placid and serene. 
Yours but a siiallow stream betrays, 
A broken, bubbling, scanty, course ; 
But hers a smoother tide displays, 
And well describes its constant source. 
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ELEGANT DUETT. 

The stag thro’ the forest when rous’d by the 
horn, 

Sore frighted, high bounding, flies wretched, 
forlorn ; 

Quick panting, heart bursting, the hounds now 


in view, 

Speed doubles! speed doubles ! they eager 
pursue 

But escaping the hunters, again through the 
groves, 


Forgetting past evils, with freedom he roves, 
Not so in his soul who from tyrant love 
flies, 
shaft 
dies, 


The overtakes him, depsairing he 
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At the last day, when mercy turns from thee. |] Box is placed for literary communications. 
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